THE REVOLUTION
It is recorded that at this same meeting the King ended his
appeal to his officers by offering to allow any who could not
serve him faithfully to go freely.
He which hath no stomach to this fight,
Let him depart; his passport shall be made
And crowns for convoy put into his purse.
But this could be no real offer. Can anyone suppose that if
Churchill or any other had risen from the council board and
said, " I accept Your Majesty's offer, and am now going home,
or, if I choose, to join the army of the Prince of Orange," he
would have been suffered to leave the royal presence free or
without a clash of arms ? There are some offers which
authority can make and may be wise to make, but which are
in the nature of things utterly valueless to the weaker side.
Here was no way out.
James, warned from many quarters, meditated Churchill's
arrest. Feversham on his knees demanded it, declaring his
disaffection patent. Churchill's incarceration at Portsmouth
was debated. This was not a light matter to decide. His
appointment had been advertised to the troops. The news
of his arrest would have been not less injurious than his
desertion. The shock to the Army would have been as great.
So many were involved, so near, so intimate, so long-trusted
and proved so faithful, that the unhappy sovereign knew not
where to begin, nor, if he began, where to stop. On all
sides his narrow circle of Papists, Irish, and Frenchmen en-
countered whisperings, averted eyes, or even cold shoulders
and hostile looks. The King hesitated, delayed, put the
matter off until the morrow.
We need not delve into a painful analysis of Churchill's
feelings at this juncture. Lord Wolseley has drawn for us a
harrowing picture of the moral and sentimental stresses
through which his hero is supposed to have passed on the
night of November 23, when he is represented as finally making
up his mind to desert James, and how he must have balanced
his duty and gratitude to his master and patron on the one
hand against the Protestant cause upon the other. These
well-meant efforts of a friendly biographer have certainly no
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